THE SCENE IS CHANGED

Denis was in fact worthy of any stage in the world. The
same season was to bring us from America O'Neill's Mown-*
ing Becomes Electra and Sherwood's Idiot's Delight, and from
Prague Capek's Power and Glory, beside Time and the Con-
ways and Robert's Wife from our own dramatists; so that
there was no lack of drama in this last year before world-
politics began inevitably to dominate the scene.
At the Mercury, my way was now defined by force of
circumstances.   The sole means of getting a theatre built
on my own new site was to follow up the success of Murder
in the Cathedral, which thus far had never failed us and in
fact had everywhere exceeded expectations.    We now
looked hopefully to America, though not particularly to
New York, where the success of the WPA had made that
of another presentation  doubtful.    Owing  to Harvard
associations, Boston could be regarded as Eliot's home town,
though he had been born further west in Saint Louis.   An
English company bringing the work of an American-born
poet to New England would be pursuing a bold imaginative
trail.   Our plan therefore was to open at Boston early in
1938, to make an extended tour of Philadelphia and Wash-
ington and all the cities we could bring within our orbit,
and perhaps to venture a limited season in New York before
sailing homeward for the summer;   then having made
contacts with producing groups like-minded to ourselves,
to send out other companies, both English and American,
from coast to coast. And if one single tour, however success-
ful, could not quite build us our new theatre for English and
American poets, perseverance could achieve everything.
How nearly our plan succeeded and how far it mis-
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